LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN                30!

Instant that I would commit the Indiscretion
of dying at the house of a person whom I
did not know intimately enough to take that
liberty. I came here in very bad condition.
I was better yesterday. I hope to go to
Paris at the end of the month. I ask myself
often if I could go up my stairs. You know
so many things, do you know an apartment
where I could be installed without having to
go up many steps ? Good-by, dear friend;
take good care of yourself. Health is the
best of this world's goods.

CCCXXVI.

CANNES, May 15, 1870.
I AM horribly weak; yet have the hope to
go to Paris at the end of next week. My
health is absolutely ruined. I wish I could
find diversion In work, but work requires a
strength which I have not.

CCCXXVIL

PARIS, June 26, 1870.

DEAR friend, I have been ill for a month.
I can do nothing, not even read.    I suffer amake the most of it.
